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A Chamber of Dependences was fram'd,
(As Conquerors vrill never want Pretence,
When arffi'd, to justify th? Offence),
And the whole Fief, in right of Poetry she claim'd.
The Country open lay without Defence ;
For Poets frequent Inroads there had made.
And perfectly cou'd represent
The Shape, the Face, with ev'ry Lineament;
And all the large Domains which the Dumb-sister
sway'd ;
All bow?d beneath her Government,,
Received in Triumph wheresoe'r she went.
Her Pencil drew whate're her Soul design'd
And oft the happy Draught snrpass'd the Image in her
Mind.
The Sylvan Scenes of Herds and Flocks
And fruitful Plains and barren Rocks.,
Of shallow Brooks that flowed so clear,
The bottom did the top appear ;
Of deeper too and ampler Floods
Which as in Mirrors, shewed the Woods j
Of lofty Trees, with Sacred Shades
And Perspectives of pleasant Glades,
Where Nymphs of brightest Form appear,
And shaggy Satyrs standing near,,
Which them at once admire and fear.
The Ruins too of some Majestic Piece*
Boasting the Pow'r of ancient Rome or Greece^
Whose Statues^ Friezes, Columns, broken lie,
And, tho* def ac'd, the Wonder of the Eye ;